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who had the part of Dobbin. Barry was notoriously
careless of his appearance on the stage, but in this case
he groomed himself to the eyes just to give the younger
man a chance to shine by contrast. He was perfectly
willing to be what in vaudeville parlance is called a
"feeder," if it were for the good of the play or anyone
in it.

Englishmen sometimes twitted Barry for his love of
America, and he often had to stand quips from us
about his British parentage. An American once
stuck a coin in his eye and, in a leering manner, walked
up to Barry, singing that famous song of Henry Dixey's
called, "It's English, You Know/' Thinking to add
a little flavor and more insult, the man made a vulgar
remark. Barry turned to him quietly and said:

"No, it is not the English I know/'

Once a crowd of English actors started to have some
fun with Barry about his long residence in America
and his American marriage. Then they started on the
American language.

"Why you see the way they spell over here/' they
cried. "Good old humour and honour'"h&ve become
humor and honor.'1

"Yes," said Barry. "You see, they don't think they
have to come to you for either one of these qualities,
so in such matters they leave "u" out.

Speaking of "humor,". I like to think of Anatole
France's brilliant illumination of the word, which,
paraphrased, runs something like this: "The Angel of
Humor is sent us that she may teach us to laugh at the
wicked and foolish, whom, without her aid, we might
have the weakness to hate." In my reading of funnythkle. Not so Oliver. Weith me?"
